CHAPTER  XI
DEHRA DUX :   TO THE SLOW RHYTHM
OF ELEPHANTS
A BAND of bright green duffel woven of flowers
and creepers, of elephant-grass and tangled
leafage, lines the long valley skirting the foot-
hills of the Himalayas in the North of India,
where the mountains meet the plain. In this tract
of lavish vegetation lies Dehra Dun, a cool and
shady backwater where so many a British Civil
Servant, after retirement, ekes out the melancholy
remnant of his days. Most of these unfortunates
have not the means, nor yet the enterprise, to
return to the old country. They have spent three-
quarters of their life away from it, their friends at
home have given up awaiting them, their families
now consist of strangers whom they have never met.
On our way from Patiala we passed only a few
days in this tranquil garden-city of the East, and
soon moved farther North to Mussoori, where the
ex-Maharaja of Indore and his household were
staying.
Mussoori is one of the myriad hill-stations to
which Englishmen and Indians resort in quest of
coolness during the hot season. But on the hill-tops
where the hotels and villas perch the period of fine
weather had not yet set in, and I found Mussoori
freezing in a belt of clouds, shivering in the blasts
of icy air that whistled under the doors of its
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